THE    MEMOIRS    OF
Rashleigh praise its uncommon loveliness in a land of stark-
ness, but the stranger was too moved by memories and
regrets to be able to do more than nod his head in acknow-
ledgment of the information. The front door being shut,
they went round to the back into a spacious yard, carefully
and strongly fenced. Through the gate he saw fowls and
pigs, and, beyond, a stockyard, with milking-sheds, from
which a woman was coming to meet them.
Rashleigh's companion stood silent under the keen scru-
tiny of the woman.
'What, Jane, is it really you?' exclaimed the latter, and, to
Rashleigh's bewilderment, enfolded his companion in her
arms.
*Jane!* he said, puxzled, and waited for explanations; but
the other two, casually inviting him to follow, went into the
house talking with animation, and bidding him wait, with-
drew into an inner room.
He could only conjecture that his travelling companion
had a most unusual name for a man, and that there was
a more than normal degree of affection between him and his
sister. Everything in this house was unusual. The floor was
clean-swept, the rough tables were scoured to the whiteness
of milk, the tin pots and pans all shone like polished silver,
and the whole interior was spotless with whitewash, and the
walls were decorated with freshly-culled bunches of flower-
ing shrubs. It was indeed a contrast with the hut of Biddy's
folk which he had left that morning; but his ruminations
on the effect of different characters upon identical con-
ditions and circumstances were cut short by the opening of
the bedroom door and the appearance of his hostess. She
chatted with him on commonplace matters while preparing
dinner, and Rashleigh gazed with delight upon the only
decent woman with whom he had met since his arrival in
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